soloists. Svetlana has cultivated the old-fashioned recorder too. Recorders
now form a choir, and we mingle harp, piano, strings, recorders and voices.
A really good Bechstein concert piano takes the corner in the Living Room,
and one is in the Playhouse. A harpsichord in the blue loggia has joined
the group. lovanna's harp stands alongside. A C^sar Franck cantata last
Sunday evening brought out our present resources. The young people have
lately gone all-out for folk dancing Friday evenings.
You should see our grand-piano collection. We have seven appro-
priately and usefully placed about the buildings, not to mention the
harpsichord.
About twenty-five years ago I sat playing the piano in my own way (no
notes, so no pattern) letting the piano play itself for its own amazement.
Carl (Sandburg) was listening. I suddenly stopped and wheeled around
toward him with one of those mischievous impulses that I like to practise
upon my friends and that so often ruin me. I said, 'Carl, if my mother
hadn't decided for me that I was to be an architect, I should have been a
very great musician. It would have been my next choice. And since the
mind required for greatness in either art is the same, I should have
ranked with Beethoven, I am sure.' I turned back to go on playing. But
Carl didn't forget the episode and tells the story to this day to illustrate
my colossal ego. I suspect he uses the word egotism when he relates the
episode as I have heard from others. Ego, yes. Egotism, no.
BEETHOVEN
In Beethoven's music I sense the master mind, fully conscious of the
qualities of heartful soaring imagination that are god-like in a man. The
striving for entity, oneness in diversity, depth in design, repose in the final
expression of the whole—all these are there in common pattern between
architect and musician. So I am going to a delightful, inspiring school
when I listen to Beethoven's music—music not 'classic'—soul language
never to be classified. Because of soul-depth and breadth of emotional
range, Beethoven's music is in itself the greatest proof I know of divine
harmony alive in the human spirit. As trees and flowering things under
the changing lights of a beclouded sun pervade the all out of doors, so
Beethoven, pervades the universe of the soul.
When I was a small child I used to lie awake listening to the strains of
the Sonata Path£tique—Father playing it on the Steinway square down-
stairs in the Baptist minister's house at Weymouth. It takes me back to
boyhood again when I hear it now* And the other sonatas were as familiar
then as the symphonies and later quartets are now. When I build I often
hear his music and, yes, when Beethoven made music I am sure he some-
times saw buildings like mine in character, whatever form they may have
taken then.
I am sure there is a kinship there. But my medium is even more
abstract—so kindred spirits who understand the building are even more
rare than in music. There is a similarity of vision in creation between
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